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^ECKOWOMICO^^ 


Welcome to issue 1 of Necronomicon 
What - yet another horror mag I hear 
you cry. 

Well, yes, It is, and I make no apolo- 
gies for that, or for entering an already 
cluttered arena. Whilst most new publi- 
cations vainly promise "something dif- 
ferent" and "original", I make no such 
claims - only that neglected, interesting 
and above all. entertaining films will find 
their way between these pages. 

I emphasise films because this is 
what Necronomicon is about. There 
are a plethora of other worthy maga- 
zines which cover literature, art, sound- 
tracks and movie spin-offs, but this 
magazine is purely devoted to the cel- 
luloid canon - the most expressive and 
stimulating image of all. 

That's not to say that diversity isn't the 
name of the game here. I hope you'll 
agree that this first issue features an 
ecclectic gathering, ranging from the 
ou and out horror of The Living Dead Ai 
The Manchester Morgue, to the styl- 
ised chills of Brides Of Fu Manchu, the 
pure sexploitation of Love Bites and 
the entertaning charm and escapism of 
U.N.C.L.E.'s The Spy In The Green 
Hat. 

Indeed, by including regular features 
on the likes of Fu Manchu. U.N.C.LE. 
and Sherlock Holmes, with a similar 
column for giallo/krimis style flims also 
planned. I hope that Necronomicon 
really can shed narrow, "pure" horror 
conceptions to extend its boundaries in 
favour of wider, equally engrosing fron- 
tiers. 

Also, by aiming for a predominantly 
retrospective approach, Necronomi- 
con will remain free of current genre 
pressures to include coverage of con- 
veyer-belt titles such as Critters 4 and 
Friday The 13th Part 9 just by virtue of 
the fact that they are newly released. 

Instead, surely rrxjre rewarding to 
delve into past treasures from the likes 
of Hammer, Bava, Franco etal , whilst 
striking a balance with coverage of only 
the more innovative genre releases. 

As such, you can expect to see cov- 
erage of thought-provoking films such 
as The Sect Trauma and fhe resurgent 
Gothic cinema with Coppola's Dracula 
amongst the vanguard. 

I'd also welcome feedback from the 


most important pec^le of all - you, the 
readers. Although I hope I've unearthed 
a varied selection of films and explored 
some of the more engaging themes 
within them. I'd very much like your 
response, be it positive, critical or v^t- 
ever. What do you like, what don't you 
like, how can it be improved, what would 
you like to see in it ? 

As such, expect a letters page in 
issue 2 II 

I'm also interested in hearing from 
any wouldHje contributors - not always 
easy to find! It you've got firm ideas, or 
even just the germ of something poten- 
tially interesting, then just drop me a 
line. 

Finally, why Necronomicon ? Well. 
I'm not about to embark on some great 
H P Lovecraft crusade but of all horror 
writers, he more than most, inhabits the 
Gothic milieu which can prove so at- 
mospheric, whilst riso embracing new 
ideas and hinting at a far greater intel- 
ligence at work as undiscovered. 

To this end, Lovecraft wrote that, “All 
my stories unconnected as they may 
be, are based on fundamental lore or 
legend, that this world nas inhabited at 
one time by another race who, in prac- 
ticing black magic, lost their toothold 
and were er^lled, yet /n« outside ever 
ready to take possession of this earth 
again. 

The subtlety in his writing is also akin 
to that shown by many of the finer 
exponents of horror cinema such as 
Mario Bava, Terence Fisher and Michele 
Soavi. As Lovecraft elucidates ,"lam 
not much thrilled by the suspfcibn that a 
charnel vault exists below an immemo- 
rially ancient castle, or that a certain 
very old man has taken part in a de- 
monic conclave fifty years ago. I crave 
the ethereal, the remote, the shadowy 
and the doubtful ". 

Necronomicon craves the same. 


Best kWebes 



Andy Black (January 1993) 
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CURSE OF THE DERD 

It's time to unearth one of Mario Baua's 
most neglected Gothic classics, as the 
secular world collides with ancient 
superstition and ignorance. 


I will start with a confession, I am a huge 
Mario Bava fan. For me, no one can 
quite equal his skill for overcoming dila- 
tory plots by imbruing each individual 
film with a unique sense of style and 
mood . His camera will fix upon the 
most prosaic of images and yet through 
lighting and dramatic movement, pro- 
duce a masterpiece of cinema. To Bava, 
the camera is rrrost definitely a tool, to 
be wielded as extravagantly or as deli- 
cately as an artist would a brush, only 
his canvas is the cellubid world of magic, 
mystery and suspense, his colours the 
diverse nuances and emotions within 
the human soul. 

His influence upon the whole of the 
Italian horror / giallo cinema, from the 
exuberant bedazzlement of Argento to 
the subtle frissons produced by Avati. 
Is undeniable, even extending across 
the water to such bewilderingly popular 
fodder as Friday The 13th (1 980) - 
remember the "speared" lovers were 
also around in Bava's Twitch of the 
Death Nerve (1972). 

Well, now that I've nailed my colours 
to the mast so to speak, one thing I can 
guarantee is that you will see plenty of 
the man in future issues of Necronomi- 
con ! 

Anyway, enough of the eulogising and 
on with the film. Bava's little-discussed 
Curse of the Dead represents him at 
his most deliciously gothic best. Like 
the later Baron Blood (1976), Curse' 
charts the intruston of secular rationale 
into a hitherto closeted village commu- 
nity. riddled with "superstition and igno- 
rance". 

The film starts with the disquieting 
image of a woman falling from a win- 
dow to become impaled on spiked rail- 
ings below, accompanied by a child's 
cries/laugh. The voice of reason as 
embodied by Or. Eswai (Gtaccxm Rossi- 
Stuart), is then summoned to perform 
an autopsy on the victim by police - 


“ When a place 
is as bail as 
this it's been 
cursed 


inspector Kruger, drafted in on the case 
from a neighbouring town. 

For some unaccountable reason, Es- 
wai then discovers a coin placed on the 
victim's heart and delves deeper into 
the mysterious villa Graps - "when a 
place is as bad as this It's been cursed", 
he is warned. 

It transpires that a number of violent 
deaths have plagued the village re- 
cently. Eswai also finds a note from the 
dead woman indicating she had be- 
lieved there to be a "ring of murder" 
operating in the community and that 
she feared she would be next. 

Armed with this cautionary informa- 
tion, Eswai, with the help of Marcia - 
(giallo favourite Erica Blanc), then dis- 
covers that the ghostly apparition of a 
young girl, Melissa, is the precursor to 
each victim's death. Further investiga- 
tions reveal Melissa to have been the 
victim of some local village revelry years 
before when she was trampled by 
horses whilst running after a ball - the 
inebriated locals oblivious to the trag- 
edy until her eventual death - signalled 
from the bell-tower whose admonish- 
ing peals reverberated as If playing a 
requiem for the moribound child lying 
there. 

Eswai also learns that Melissa is the 
offspring of the arcane Baroness Graps 
(QIanna Vivaldi), mistress of the 
"cursed" villa Graps, and who has been 
using her own spiritualist powers 
through the body of Melissa, as a con- 
duit to gain her own vicarious revenge 
upon those she deems responsible for 


her daughters death. 

it is the continual dec^t and suspicion 
of the isolated populace which Eswai 
discovers most difficult to surmount. 
Even the doctor's first appearance, as 
he enters the local public house, is 
indicative of the later indifference he 
will face as be is met by uniform silence 
and hostile stares by the regulars. 

The villagers are also appalled by his 
plans to perform an autopsy, regarding 
it as heresy and "against nature", later 
attacking him in the street for "profan- 
ing dead bodies". 

Besides the hinderence from the vil- 
lagers, Eswai also has to challenge the 
resident witch, Ruth (Fabienne Dali), 
whose own incantations and medieval 
potions are taken in preference to the 
modem cures offered by the doctor. 

As such, he finds the inn-keeper's 
ailing daughter being drained of blood 
by the witch's supposedly remedial 
leech-line. 

Permeating these intransigent feelings 
of mistrust and superstition are Bava's 
vast array of stylistic devices which 
lend a considerable atmo^heric charge 
to the proceedings. The village itself is 
clearly established as an uninviting 
place during the opening scenes when 
a coffin is carried through the narrow 
streets. Low angled shots of towering 
granite structures, together with a spar- 
tan landscape save for the twisted 
branches of decaying trees, paint a 
barren picture with EswaPs horse-drawn 
carriage speedily vacating the area as 
if in sympathy with the frightened coach- 
man in Bram Stoker's "Dracula". 

Symbolically, Eswai's initial scalpel 
incision during the autopsy heralds the 
first of Bava's hallicinatory dream im- 
ages - a rapidly zoomirrg camera spiral- 
ir^ round a graveyard, then revealed to 
be a point-of-view shot from a child 
(Melissa 7), playing on a swing. 

As incandescent light then bathes the 
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but fortunately not enough to detract 
from the excellent visual frissons he 
demonstrates here, along with his en- 
viable ability to merge gothic regalia 
successfully with authentic scenes of 
enhanced tension. 


night landscape as the ghostly face of 
Melissa materialises at a window, ail 
under the frightened gaze of the inn- 
keeper's daughter. The intensity in- 
creases as we zoom into Melissa's face 
before the entranced victim impales 
herself on a candelabra spike - all the 
while watched by Melissa's vengeful 
stare. 

Bava later heighten's the tension as 
the wind howls fiercely through the 
churchyard and into the funeral parlour 
■ a child's ball bouncing over the body 
laid to rest there only for child-like laugh- 
ter to pierce the quiet as the funeral 
shroud ominously drops to the floor. 

Bells toll for no apparent reason, mys- 
terious lights shine in the cemetery 
where Eswai also finds the body of the 
murdered Inspector Kruger, and ethe- 
real mists cloak the village, sweeping 
through the streets with swirling men- 
ace. 

It is in the villa Graps however, that 
Bava really begins to adeptly turn the 
screw, throwing in further confusion 
with >^ich to corrpound Eswai and the 
petrified Monica. There are repeated 
shots of the villa's spiral staircase, its 
twisting, mazy contortions mirroring the 
labyrinth-like mystery which is gradu- 
ally unfolding before our eyes, whilst 
our glimpses of the ubiquitous Baron- 
ess are only from behind ornamented 
baroque panelling and the profusion of 
cobwebbed interiors that dominate. 

A close-up of a painting In a secret 
room establishes the maternal reiation- 
shp between the Baroness and Mebssa, 
whilst shots of Eswai chasing after 
Monica are gradually revealed to be 


continually "looping" sequences until 
Eswai finally catches the figure In front 
only for it to be uncovered as himseff. 

The denouement sees Monica flee - in 
horror at learning that she too is a 
daughter of the Baroness, while Melis- 
sa's features fade Into the Baroness 
staring at a mirror - a Judicious shot to 
provide ample comment on the Baron- 
ess and her vile use of Melissa as an 
instrument of retrttjution. As the embry- 
onic stirrings of diildhood, together with 
oeidipal angst, are evoked by a weird 
collection of dcrils cascading to the floor, 
Monica discovers her "own" grave. 

Almost simultaneously, Ruth vents her 
own homicidal rage upon the Baron- 
ess, whom she kills in order to avenge 
the earlier death of her lover, Karl - 
another to previously die at the hands 
of Melissa but the mind and wishes of 
the Baroness. 

Whilst the ending does rather peter 
out after the accelerating tensbn of the 
film's mystery is gradually unraveled, 
Bava do^ succeed in infusing the film 
with enough visual flair to counter any 
lack of narrative cohesion, which Is 
never one of his, or Italian cinema's 
most celebrated attributes in the final 
analysis. 

Curse of the Dead has been de- 
scribed as Bava's "last great gothic" 
which Is probably a fair assessment, 
although there are flourishes of his un- 
doubted talent in the later films Hatchet 
For A Honeymxx}. Twitch of the Death 
Nerve and Baron Blood. 

Sava’s work after this has often been 
criticised for a lazy reliance on the zoom 
lens a la a certain Mr. Jess Franco, 


admonishing 

peals 

reuerberated 
as if playing 
a requiem far 
the moribund 
child . ” 


Interestingly enough, critic Ernest 
Harris sought to compare Bava's film 
with Carl Dreyer's seminal Vampyr 
(1932) - It does encapsulate a similar 
dream-like quality, whilst also noting 
Bava's use of an evil little girl which 
prefigures that of Frederico Fellini’s 
anthology piece," Toby Dammit " by 
some 2 years. 

It appears that maestro Bava can in- 
spire the very best of them! 
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BRIDES OF DRHCULH 

Christopher Lee may be missing but not 
Hammer's customary gusto and uampiric 
uerue as the undead rise once more. 


Under the paternal guiding hand ot 
director Terence Fisher, Brides of 
Dracula ecclipses Christopher Lee's 
abscence from the arch vampire role 
through a combination ot heightened 
gothic atmosphere, overt sexuality and 
by accentuating hitherto latent Freud- 
ian symbolism • all complimented by 
Hammer's considerable attention to 
period detail. 

Set in the late 19th century, Dracula is 
tinally dead and buried, but not so his 
disciples, who perpetuate his parasitic 
influence via the pernicious figure of 
Baron Meinster (David Peel), held in 
chained captivity by his world-weary 
mother. Baroness Meinster (Martita 
Hunt). 

Having trifled with the affections of a 
new and impressionable schoolteacher, 
Marianne (Yvonne Monlaur), he im- 
plores her to release him which she 
obliges, the catalyst for a series ot vam- 
piric murders to occur. Only the apH^ear- 
ance of Professor Van Helsing (Peter 
Cushing), can prevent Marianne's 
doomed whirlwind marriage to Baron 
Meinster as Helsing is compelled to 
destroy the predatory fiend during a 
gripping climax. 

Brides ot Dracula intelligently seeks 
to progress the unfettered sensuality 
which was so stridently displayed in 
Christopher Lee's portrayal of the vam- 
piric count in Hammer's seminal Dracula 
in 1958. 

The inherent eroticism implied with 
the vampires deadly caress and his 
subsequent milking of the primal bodily 
fluid are given added poignancy when 
set against the film's background of 
oppressive Freudian influences. 

Meinster's first victim (on-screen) is 
his mother - drained of her life-blood in 
an explicit display of oedipal - inspired 
anger. 

The physical manacles which restrain 
Meinster contrast vividly with the men- 
tal shackles Marianne imposes upon 
her awakening emotions - the 


supressed sexuality which Meinster's 
bite arouses in dramatic fashion with 
Gina (Andree Melly) - despite her pal- 
lour, a more vibrant and alluring crea- 
ture in vampirism, consumed with a 
passion never apparent during her 
mortal life. 

Fisher really gets to work on the gothic 
regalia Inherent in the setting, scrutinis- 
ing the ornate interiois of the Meinster 
mansion - velvet curtains concealing 
the ancestoral coffins, and exploring 
special compositions within frames ef- 
fectively as when the Baroness ad- 
vances menacingly upon the unsus- 
pecting Helsing (viewed in long-shot), 
whilst the Baron's threatening pres- 
cence simultaneously cloaks him in 
close-up. 

The films nrost celebrated sequence 
however, occurs at night as the sen/ant 
Greta (Freda Jadrson) claws at a fresh 
gra\«, imploring it's occupant to arise 
with almost salacious desire as the 
earth heaves open and an outstretched 
hand bursts into view, followed by the 
chalk-white vampire held within. 

Equally unsettling are the timorous 
horses which are left to "guard" Gina's 
coffin - tfieir fears well-founded as Mein- 
ster appears and in the ensuing battle 
with Helsing, sets tire to the bam, lead- 
ing to an exaggerated climax as Cush- 
ing destroys Meinster by poundng upon 
the arms of a windmill in order to cast 
the shadow of a cross onto the ground, 


and so reducing the helpless vampire 
to dust. 

Other incidental details range from 
character actor Miles Malleson's en- 
gaging cameo as a hypochondriac doc- 
tor and the contrasting trauma experi- 
enced by one distraught father whilst 
imploring the local priest to allow his 
daughter the sanctuary of a church 
burial despite her "unholy" vampiric 
death. 

The superstition Fisher embraces here 
is cast aside in the film's rrxtst contro- 
versial scene as Helsing is vampirised 
- only to later cauterise the wound with 
a hot iron to survive. Although an origi- 
nal concept, the comparitive ease of 
Helsing's recovery also seves to dilute 
the hitherto unrenounced "potency" of 
the vampire as vampire lore is itself 
revoked. 

Some wretched bats on patently ob- 
vious iMres, and the rather glaring sym- 
bolism of a girls school juxtaposed with 
vampires - a veritable bloodbank of 
lambs to the slaughter also detracts 
from an otherwise impressive offering. 

While not quite recapturing the au- 
thenticity of frieir original Dracula , Brides 
of Dracula remains one of Hammer's 
more notable forrays with its cogent 
interpolation of emerging sexuality and 
vampiric allure, together with the pious 
choral music motiff which elevates the 
crusading Van Helsing to his most im- 
pressive and revered zenith. 
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THE BLOOD SPLATTERED 
BRIDE 


The good ones are those who are content to dream 
what the wicked actually practice . ” - Plato. 


The product of the fevered mind of 
Spanish director Vincente Aranda, The 
Blood Splattered Bride gathers up the 
disparate strands of his previous pic- 
ture Las Crueles (1972) in uniting les- 
bian couplings with psycho-sexual 
angst, whilst also appropriating similar 
elements from Hammer's spasmodi- 
cally interesting Kamstein film trilogy, 
in turn, based on Sheridan Le Fanu's 
fertile novel, "Carmilla". 

Although heavily cut in both the UK 
and American versions, the film does 
still carry a powerful erote charge, cen- 
tring on the emotional pressures expe- 
rienced by two newly-weds, Susan (Mar- 
ibel Martin) and her husband (Simon 
Andreu). 

It is the vulnerable Susan who is ripe 
tor falling under the hypnotic gaze and 
manipulative nature of a 200 years old 
vampire. Carmilla/Mircalia (Alexandra 
Bastedo). 

From the very beginning, with a dis- 
turbing and hallicinatory image unfold- 
ing before our eyes as Susan, in a hotel 
room and still dressed in her virginal 
white bridal gown, is attacked by a 
black-clad assailant leaping out of her 
wardrobe, and who proceeds to dis- 
robe her before then caressing her na- 
ked flesh. As her husband enters the 
room we find Susan now sat on the bed, 
dressed and apparently unharmed - 
was it all a dream ? Ma)^ so, but she 
still wants to move hot^ and her sexual 
inhibitions have already paradoxically 
been "exposed” and laid bare for all to 
see. 

With Susan's delicate, chastened char- 
acter now clearly established, her hus- 
band's relative insensitivity towards his 
wife's fragility appears all the more fla- 
grant. His first attemi:^ at intimacy with 
Susan flounder as he clumsily rips her 
bra, also tearing her dress - his 


animalistic behaviour mirroring that of 
the rapist (husband ?) in Susan's ear- 
lier dream/nightmare. 

His waking remark to Susan the next 
day ; "Sweet morning - you lived through 
your wedding night" assuming ironic 
irrportance given the context here. 

The couple's apparent incompatabil- 
ity is further emphasised in a later scene 
as Susan - again dad in white, is encir- 
cled by her predatory husband as she 
examines a dove cage. The [xcturesque 
framing of her during the sequence, 
when contrasted with that of her hus- 
band - dad in black and glimpsed only 
from behind the mesh cage as if impris- 
oned. reinforces the cavenous divide 
which seperates them both emotional 
and stylistic terms. 

Contrast this with Susan's fanciful 
torchlight tour of a darkened cellar where 
she revels in the discovery of a painting 
featuring Mircalla Kamstein. and her 
frequent glimpses of a mysterious 
snowy-white figure on a bridge (also 
Mircalla), and you begin to discover 
who Susan feels the greater affinity for. 

Aranda's hypnotic sequences then 
offer us a mesmerising introduction into 
the vampire's world as tilted camera 
angles and blinding, flashing light her- 
alds Mircalla's spectoral emergence. 
Susan is given a dagger before "seal- 
ing the pact with a kiss" as the more 
sanguinary and erotic vampire motiffs 
are integrated into the film. 

The next morning, some perfunctory 
Jungian theorising is used to explain 
Susan's "dream", her husband's diag- 
nosis that "in dreams, the subconscious 
selects the objects which are normally 
prohibited in a person's moral or aes- 
thetic upbringing" still reverberates as 
Susan concludes with extracts from 
Jung's work on "inherited dreams” and 
the "Judas Complex", by explaining. 


"ft is common to dream about loved 
ones" whilst the loss of virginity can be 
"desirable and abhorent at the same 
time 

Mircalla's nightly visitations persist 
however, with increasing intensity as 
she l^ds Susan to stand over the sleep- 
ing husband, stabbing him repeatedly 
before then butchering the prone body 

- both becoming bathed in blood. 
Again on awakening, Susan finds it 

has all been just a "dream". Mircalla's 
reappearance Is brisk - quite literally a 
stunning moment in surreal horror cin- 
ema as the husband discovers a snor- 
kel sticking out of the sand, whilst out 
walking on the beach I 
Upon closer inspection he disrxiveis a 
body which he unearths as the naked 
form of Mircalla, miraculously still alive 
and who he takes back to the house. 
Having introduced herself as Carmilla, 
she then entices Susan to attack her 
husband with the aforementioned dag- 
ger, before fleeing. 

Now at the Kamstein crypt, they find a 
headstone marked "Mircalla", wheritoon 
Susan's vampirlc companion embarks 
on a perverse "de-marriage" ceremwiy 

- spewing forth the anti-male invectives 
that, "he has pierced your flesh to hu- 
miliate you", "he has spat inside your 
body to enslave you", before asking 
Susan to repeat the diatribes in a femi- 
nine inversion of the male-dominated 
ceremony, culminating with Mircalla's 
graphic seduction of Susan - the final 
act of defilement on the sexual union of 
marriage. 

The bloodthirsty conclusion sees both 
slain by the distraught husband as 
Aranda clings all too easily to a "male 
anxiety in the face of predatory female 
dominance" scenario as reinforced by 
the numerous lesbian couplings - the 
oneiric vampire encounters a continual 
reminder of Aranda's evident visual elan. 
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BRIDES OF FU MRNCHU 


“ The uiorld will hear from me again 



It is ironic that Fu Manchu's sinister 
warning also served to torment its Brit- 
ish creator, author Sax Rohmer, who, 
whilst owing his fame and success to 
the oriental flend, also found his other 
notable terror tales such as "The Valley 
of the Just" and The Haunting of Low 
Fennel"- (about forgotten horror lurking 
in a Burmese temple), consequently 
remained relatively unknown. 

Although Boris Karloff's seminal por- 
trayal of the role in the monochrome era 
conjured up a heady atmosphere, the 
proliferation of Fu Manchu films during 
the 1960's were more action-orientated, 
their "boys-own" style echoing Rohm- 
er's own origins of journalist, then crime 
fiction writer. 

Following on from The Face o! Fu 
Manchu (1965), Brides ot Fu Manchu 
is helmed by the periodically excellent 
Don Sharp, who uncharacteristically 
foregoes his usuai adroit feel for atmos- 
phere in favour of kinetic pacing and 
frer>etjc thrills. 

The rather audacious scheme Fu 
Manchu is hatching this time revolves 
around his abduction of 12 beautiful 
girls - all daughters of leading 


industrialists throughout the world, and 
held captive In his North African temple 
lair, whilst blackmailing the scientists 
into helping him to develop his master 
plan for transmitting energy as sound 
waves in order to destroy any selected 
city. 

Christopher Lee commands great re- 
spect as the nefarious oppressor, fac- 
ing his nemesis from Scotland Yard, 
Nayland Smith (Douglas Wllmer),with 
the smoulderirrg masochist Tsai Chin 
as Fu Manchu's daughter and Inspec- 
tor Clouseau regular Burt Kwouk as 
one of his egregious accolytes. 

Sharp manages to focus on some 
inventive set -pieces and fertile images 
- the incongrous sight of Fu Manchu's 
followers attempting to kidnap one po- 
tential victim with Tower Bridge as a 
backdrop, to the extended fisticuffs 
between Nayland Smith and the Ti- 
betan assailants which breaks out dur- 
ing a ballet performance and later on, 
in a hospital. 

Nayland Smith emerges victorious 
during a rather enfeebled, sub-James 
Bond climax as Fu Manchu's temple is 
unconvincingly raised to the ground 


courtesy of some grainy stock footage. 

Sharp is better served by his opulent 
sets as the camera glides over the 
assorted jackals and EgyiiXIan statues 
which comprise Fu Manchu’s lair, with 
the obligatory snake-pit providing some 
more visceral moments to relish. 

The conclusion is presaged by Fu 
Manchu's now legendary warning that 
'The world will hear from me again, 
which indeed it did, two years later in 
Jeremy Summer's The Vengeance of 
Fu Manchu , before the reins were 
handed over to none other than Jess 
Franco for The Castle of Fu Manchu. 
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MURDER 

RV 

DECREE 

Toe-sucking, tan problems and marital stress aside, the 
Royal Family have suffered far greater, and grauer, 
indignities ouer the years as the first in our regular 
series on Sheriock Hoimes fiims mili testify. 



" There's this scarlet thread of murder 
runnir>g through the colourless skein of 
life, and our duty is to unravel it, and 
isolate it, and expose every inch of it." 
(Sir Arthur Conan Doyle's Sherlock 
Holmes ). 

Little did Conan Doyle realise It at the 
time, but the farmus detective he gave 
birth to in the pages of the "Strand" 
magazine has transcended "his" hum- 
ble pulp origins to become regarded as 
a "real-life member of society • the 
ultimate accolade an audience can be- 
stow upon any literary creation. 
Conversely, the very real figure of 
Jack the Ripper has assumed almost 
mythical proportions due to the seem- 
ingly endless mystery regarding his 
"true' identity. 

The Ripper, like Holmes, has been ex- 
haustively researched and studied, al- 
though the thickening fog which cloaked 


his crimes has also served to shroud 
his own identity. 

Given the aura of mysfique surround- 
ing the Ripper, who remains an enigma 
in his own right, and the vast popularity, 
not to mention influential status of Hol- 
mes, it is hardly surprising that the 
"master villain" and "master detective" 
have been inveigied into pitting their 
wits against one another by filmakers. 

Whilst James Hill’s British/German co- 
productbn, A Study in Terror (1965) is 
probably the seminal work in the genre, 
it is Bob Clark's Murder By Decree 
which further develops the source ma- 
terial, adding a high degree of political 
intrigue to the former film's social com- 
mentary. 

What Clark manages most success- 
fully is to draw upon popular percep- 
tions of the two primary figures, to- 
gether with a fascinating scenario 


appertaining to the unmasking of the 
Ripper. 

By comparing both Holmes and the 
Ripper we can glean why both men 
have continued In being the subject of 
such prolonged public captivation. 

Holmes is literally a very "singular" 
figure, aided only by his faithful com- 
panion Watson, and he is a man not 
given to emotional and sensual pur- 
suits. Holmes is described as "the tTK)St 
perfect reasoning and observing ma- 
chine that the world has seen" but "as a 
lover he would have placed himself In a 
false position". 

For Holmes, pleasure must come from 
the thrill of the chase pursuing his crimi- 
nal prey, his luxuriating from his violin 
recitals at 221 b Baker Street, also find- 
ing solace in his well-documented vice 
of freguent morphine injections. 

Almost paradoxically, the Ripper ap- 
pears as a more wildly passionate man. 
ruled by his "heart" as opposed to his 
head, only this emotion has become 
perverted and now manifests Itself as 
uncontrolled homicidal lust and brutal 
misogyny. He possesses both the intel- 
ligence and cunning of Holmes, but 
uses them to vastly differing ends as 
they continually fumfeh his escape from 
the police, (though an explanation for 
his inexplicable elusiveness is offered 
in Murder By Decree ). 

Both are dynamic men, being at the 
apex of their professions - albeit a hei- 
nous one in the Ripper's case. The 
period that their actions take place dur- 
ing has also helped foster the enduring 
fascination felt by the public towards 
them. To take one view, it is a very 
romantic London which they frequent. 
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complete with horse-drawn hansoms, 
exquisitely costumed ladies and gentle- 
men, together with a general air of civil- 
ity. Beneath this veneer of respectability 
however, lies a city swamped with pros- 
titution, racial discrimination and cor- 
n 4 Jtion - a poverty-stricken society where 
countless souls starved to death or were 
forced into fetid workhouses. 

Against this precarious social back- 
ground, enter the spectre of resurgent 
political polemics - the catalyst to light 
the fuse on an already potentially explo- 
sive situation. 

Clark's film, and its ingenious arxt very 
plausible premise, is Inspired by the 
theories elucidated in Stephen Knight's 
book, "Jack the Ripper - The Final Solu- 
tion", He argues that the Ripper's elu- 
siveness is the result of a conspiracy of 
silence between the monarchy, the po- 
lice and the government. 

Knight claims that the then Duke of 
Clarence unwittingly precipitated the 
Ripper murders by his indescription with 
a shop girl called Annie Crook, who he 
secretly married and had a child with. 
Upon learning this, the Prime Minister 
Lord Salisbury feared an upsurge of 
republican support against an already 
tense background of civil unrest and 
anti-monarchist resentment. 


' the Ripper's elusiveness 
being the result of a 
conspiracy of silence 
between the monarchyjhe 
police and the government. 


What compounded matters was that 
Annie was also a catholic, in a period of 
resolute antl-catholicism. Salisbury, tak- 
ing the initiative, ordered a raid on the 
Cleveland Street studio where Cook 
also modelled, simultaneously hauling 
off the Duke who was to be kept under 
constant supervision for the remainder 
of his life. Annie was taken to a variety 
of workhouses and asiriums where she 
eventually died, over 30 years later. 

Unfortunately, she confided in a friend 
(indirectly signing her death warrant), 
Mary Kelly, a Whitechapel prostitute, 
giving her the baby, and who in turn 
shared the "secret" of the royal child 
with some of her girlfriends. 

Salisbury, fearing instant recrimina- 
bons, ordered John Gull, the royal phy- 
sician, Sir Robert Anderson, Assistant 


Commissioner of the Metropolitan Po- 
lice. and a coachman, John Nettley, to 
silence the women. 

With Gull and Anderson belonging to 
the same lodge of freemasons as Salis- 
bury, the women were mudered in strict 
accordance with masonic ritual. 

It is this scenario that Murder By De- 
cree adopts in a most Invigorating man- 
ner. From the carefully composed open- 
ing scenes we can appreciate that the 
tone of a masterful work is being estab- 
lished. 

The ominously gloomy streets of 
Whitechapel dominate the sequence 
as, from long shot, a horse-drawn han- 
som glides into view, unnervingly dis- 
torted by the fish-eye lens of the cam- 
era, elongating the nebutous carriage to 
monstrous proportions. 

It is an insight Into the blurred, diseased 
mind(s) of the film's killers, the continu- 
ally tracking camera prowling amongst 
every space and pore of the claustro- 
phobic, unlit alleys - now eeriely de- 
serted. The camera stares unflinchingly 
into the killer's eyes before he pounces 
on his victims. Their slow-motion deaths, 
scored with straining violins and tortur- 
ous piano motiffs are inter-cut with 
scenes of Holmes (Christopher Plum- 
mer) and Watson (James Mason) at- 
tending the theatre. It is the fiercely 
patriotic Watson who saves the King 
from a chrous of disapproval by Initiat- 
ing a retaliatory round of applause, 
though Holmes poignantly counters; "I 
prefer acts of bad manners In the opera 
to acts of violence in the streets." 

So, in the space of 5 minutes, Clark , 


(who previously directed the horror 
"sleeper" Deathdream in 1974), has 
Imparted to us the deranged workings 
of the Ripper's mind as well as illustrat- 
ing the current groundswell of anti-roy- 
alist sentiment that is sweeping the coun- 
try. 

The film begins with the third Ripper 
murder which is indicative of Clark's 
approach - concentrating on Holmes 
unravelling of the intricate clues rather 
than the Ripper's visceral indulgences. 
As director Clark himself confirmed upon 
the film's release; "Jack the Ripper is 
not the whole point behind the plot, but 
who is trying to hinder Holmes investi- 
gations." Clark continues, "Radicats and 
socialists are helping him. Monarchist 
organisatiorrs are trying to stop him, arxf 
a couple of secret socidies are involved." 

Certainly, no time is wasted develop- 
ing the "conspiracy" theory as the police 
are incriminated from very early on in 
the film as Watson asks why the police 
haven't yet sought Holmes help - even 
after 3 Ripper murders. 

Holmes also uncovers Sir Charles 
Warren's (Anthony Quinn) involvement 
on discovering how he had erased a 
message chalked onto a wall near one 
of the victim's. Its content, 'The Juwes 
are not the men that will be blamed for 
nothing", Warren dismisses as the in- 
flamatory work of anfi-semitic groups 
currently at large. 

Holmes however, having already es- 
tablished from Inspector Foxborough 
(David Hammings) that Sir Charles has 
"many secret friends", realises the true 
masonic Importance behind the word 
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‘ Throat cut across, the left breast torn open, 
the heart and other organs thrown over the 
left shoulder . ” 


"Juwes". That is, according to masonic 
scripture, the 3 men who murdered the 
Grand Master, buiider of Soiomon's 
temple should be punished thus: 'Throat 
cut across, the left breast tom open, the 
heart and other organs thrown over the 
left shoulder'', exactly the macabre ritual 
performed by the Ripper on his victims. 

Clark's own natural affinity for the genre 
is indicated in a wealth of impressive 
scenes. These include the forbidding, 
mist enshrouded streets, to the culmi- 
native dockland scenes as Holmes 
fights his cloaked adversary, accompa- 
nied only by the stark monotone cries of 
a ship's foghorn. 

Judicious cutting enhances the st^ne 
in which Holmes finally traces Mary 
Kelly (Susan Clark) to a desolate wharf 
area. The silence of their surroundings 
is inter-cut with the rapidly approaching 
horse-drawn carriage which will even- 
tually charge down Holmes and kidnap 
Kelly. The juxtaposition between sound 
and silence is then artfully merged into 
one as the clattering hooves and wheels 
converge on the startled pair. 

Holmes subsequent meeting with 
Annie Crook, (sensitively played by 
Genevieve Bujold), tears at the emo- 
tions as Holmes vents his urKferstand- 
able anger upon the director of the 
asylum for condemning the sane Annie 
to a virtual "life sentence" amongst the 
insane minds imprisoned there. Hol- 
mes sense of outrage here, is accentu- 
ated by his growing realisation that the 
authorities are conspiring against him; 
"IVe been e)q)lolted by the very people 
we are searching" he opines bitterly. 

Holmes increasing frustration is com- 
pounded by the "detached" arrogance 
of Foxborough, who is revealed as a 
radical, prepared to help perpetuate 
the Ripper's abhorrent murder's in or- 
der to use them as a political lever with 
whk* to bring a "decadent monarchy to 
its kness". As Holmes has noted, 
Foxborough is as culpable as the Rip- 
per himself, describing him a " a man 
devoid of conscience, as guilty as the 
murderer himself 

The master sleuths then discover the 


whereabouts of the helpless Mary Kelly, 
only too late to save her as the eerie 
glow from an open fire yields not warmth 
but the sadistic means by which the 
dual Ripper killers, a coachman (Peter 
Jonfield) and “respected" physician 
(Roy Lansford), can torture their victim 
providing them both with a red hot poker 
and the necessary "operating" light for 
the miscreant's to continue their butch- 
ers surgery unabated. 

Holmes entrance into this macabre 
charnel house literally "fans the flames" 
as he and Watson narowly escape the 
flying embers. Their pursuit of the kill- 
ers ses the "premature" end of the 
physician - found corpse-like in the 
madmen's carriage, his hands drenched 
in the blood from his earlier butchery, 
whilst the fleeing coachman's extended 
sword-stick runs the chasing Foxbor- 
ough through - the inspector's body 
callously thrown backwards into a 
wooden fence, before Holmes tracks 


his prey to the nearby wharf - the killer 
appropriately becoming ensnared in a 
fishing net to die a lingering death by 
asphyxiation. 

The only major criticism that the film 
does invite is it's rather vapid denoue- 
ment as Holmes confronts the estab- 
lishment and roundly accuses them for 
their complicity in the crimes, only then 
to retreat and accept the relatively pal- 
try compromise of his "silence" in the 
matter guaranteeing the survival of 
Crook's (as yet) unharmed baby. 

This tame ending should not detract 
however, from what is an otherwise 
uniformly excellent film, well worth a 
plac£ in the higher eschelons of horror 
cinema. The direction, atmospheric 
photography, backed up by a convinc- 
ing cast, are all superb. 

Plummer's tenacious Holmes isnl 
content with apprehending the culprits, 
he reproaches himself for "allowing" 
Mary Kelly's death to happen, and is 
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still prepared to challenge the corrup- 
tbn riddled authorities with the powerful 
reminder that, " we've unmasked mad- 
men, wielding sceptres, reason run riot, 
justice howling at the moon". 

Mason's solid Watson, though less 
prevalent, should not be underesti- 
mated. offering us a pa^tic, but equally 
sympathetic figure, with fierce resolve 
and an Intuitive nature. 


IVeVe unmasked madmen 
wielding sceptres, reason 
run riot, justice howling 
at the moon . ” 


It is to Holmes again that we turn to for 
the film's most poignant comment, when, 
speaking of the conspirators he de- 
nounces them for; ” creating an alle- 
giance above your own allegiance to 
humanity, you will not feel for the them 
(the victims) or acknowledge their pain 
- there lies the true madness." 

It is a moving invective because Hol- 
mes has unraveled the "scarlet thread 
of murder" running through life, but in 
doing so has also unearthed an equally 
repulsive human character trait, that of 
Machiavellian moral bankruptcy and 


and almost total human impropriety 
within the confines cA the establishment. 


" creating an allegiance 
above your own 
allegiance to humanity. 
You will not feel for them 
or acknowledge their pain- 
there lies the madness. " 


In the deaths of the impoverished inno- 
cents, carried out by the wealthy elite, 
we have truly witnessed a '' Murder By 
Decree ," 

We have also in the process, been 
party to Ihe definitive Sherlock Holmes/ 
Jack the Ripper film, if not fbe definitive 
Sherlock Holmes. 
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THE SPY IN THE GREEN HAT 

“ Open Channel D . ” Yes, the boys are back in town as U.N.C.LE. 
fights a nasty dose of T.H.R.U.S.H. I 



Very much conskJered the "poor man’s" 
James Bond, I've always felt the 
U.N.C.L.E. films to be far more enjoy- 
^le and certainly less self-conscious 
than the Increasingly overblown and 
over-hyped Bond sagas. 

The series ethos seems to be "cheap 
can be entertaining" as the cardboard 
sets and fake scenery only serve to add 
a certain degree of primative charm to 
the proceedings, likewise, the com- 
pletely outrageous plote and situations. 
The fact that most of the films are re- 
edited and e>^anded versions of al- 
ready existing 1 hour tv shows seems 
highly appropriate somehow with stu- 
dio resourcefulness matching the inge- 
nuity shown by the U.N.C.L.E. agents. 
While the spiraling budgets of the Bor>d 
films swamp all else, and the similarly 
implausible plots are rendered as "seri- 
ous", an alienated audience can in- 
stead warm to the intrepid U.N.C.LE. 
men for an entirely different view of the 
weird and wonderful world of espio- 
nage. After all, where James Bond gets 
the girl ad nauseum . Napoleon Solo Is 
most litely to get a slap In the face, and 
where Bond is likely to end up strapped 
to a table staring at a deadly laser 
beam, the U.N.C.L.E. agents are to be 
found trapped in a room rapidly filling 
up with sar^, or at the bottom of a giant 
wine vat. Likewise, as Bond is battling 
the Soviets Solo is aided by one, and 
whilst 007 is being menaced by the 
ominous underworld organisation 
SPECTRE, U.N.C.LE. are fighting off 
a bad case of. well, THRUSH ! 

A quantum leap from the near vene- 
real to the near verterable will transport 
you into the welcoming delights of The 
Spy in the Green Hat however. 

Ably directed by Joseph Sergent (he 
of Jaws 2 ’Tame"), the film unites 
U.N.C.LE. agents Napoleon Soto (Rob- 
ert Vaughn) and Iliya Kuryakin (David 
McCalium) on a mission to halt the 
ambitious plans of wines and spirits 
tycoon, Louis Strago (Jack Palance) • 
more importantly though, also a fully 
paid up member of THRUSH. 

Strap's ingenious plan ? To use mis- 
siles to divert the flow of the Gulf stream 


In order that Greenland can become 
home for the new master race, but 
conseqently transforming the rest of 
the world into an ice-box. 

Strago even has his very own "ice- 
maiden" at his disposal In the ven- 
emous form of Psychc/s Janet Leigh as 
Miss Diketon (!), ably supported by 
Dr.KronIn (Ludwig Donath) - the world’s 
most wanted nazi scientist I 

Although the action switches rapidly 
to diverse parts of the globe, from Sha- 
go's Sicilian vineyards to THRUSH'S 
tropical missile base, you're still left 
with the overiding impression that these 
films must have one hell of a set de- 
signer I 

Of course. Solo and Kuryakin repulse 
the THRUSH threat as equilibrium is 
restored by the destruction of the silo 
station which meets a watery end, but 
the U.N.C.LE. agents victory is accom- 
plished virith abundant style and hu- 
mour. 

Indicative of the film's irreverent ap- 
proach is Leigh's spirited sadist - her 
knife housed in her suspender belt as 
opposed to a poisonous shoe, and 
whose torture methods draw praise from 
Kronin; "I cannot forget bow beautifully 
you tortured that U.N.C.L.E. agent", 
with "Oh, that's awfully sweet" as her 
wicked reply, hissing "I'm going to love 
you - to death I" to Kuryakin as she 


torments him with an electric probe. 

Her later cat-fight with an equally 
predatory captive, Pia Monteri (Letitia 
Roman) acts as the precursor to Dike- 
ton’s own eventual downfall, before she 
too assists in the overthrow of Strago 
and his leader - Mr. Thaler (Will Ku- 
lura), the titular "green-hatted" spy, rev- 
eling in her dispatch of one guard as 
her knife thrust leaves his body In death- 
spasm and hers experiencing an or- 
gasmic oish. 

As ever, the laconic, dependable 
Kuryakin Is left to act as foil to Solo's 
debonair charmer, whose own seduc- 
tive powers land him in deep trouble 
when he is discovered underneath 
Monteri’s bed and dragooned into mar- 
rying her. and consequently, into her 
mafioso clan. 

As a result. Kuryakin's speculative 
question, "How is your burgeoning ro- 
mance", is met with the ironic rejoinder, 
"It threatens to burgeon foo far'’. Soto's 
attempts to evade impending marital 
"bliss" are hampered by the appear- 
ance of the "retired" Stiletto Brothers 
whose Latin temperament and violin- 
case "diplomacy" enables the 
U.N.C.L.E. agents to defeat THRUSH 
whilst also providing the film’s best line 
as Kuryakin throws a "fruit grenade" at 
them - "Look out - it’s a pineapple I". 
With the scenery-chewing Palance and 
Leigh also in f ull flight - don' t miss I 
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Oriental splendour and style from the Vipco 
vaults. 


“ That was the night everything changed 
lor ever Akihiro Tomikawa, infant son 
of Samurai Lone Wotf ( Tomisaburo 
Wakayama ) prophetically announces 
upon their mothers' slaughter by impe- 
rial ninjas. Lone Wolf’s ominous re- 
sponse that " they will pay, rivers of 
blood ", is carried out to the full as he 
and his young son reap their own bloody 
revenge against the murderous Sho- 
gun dynasty. 

Once consigned to the relative limbo 
of the "nasties" lisl, this letterboxed and 
uncut VlDCQ release is a gore-laden 
treat and has quite rightly been dubbed 
a " stunning visual ballet of violence and 
bloodletting 

Yes, indeed there are copkDus splash- 
ings of blood and numerous scenes of 
outre vtolence, but ifs all carried off with 
great verve and the kind of capricious, 
almost "jovial" charisma unique to this 
particular kind of oriental fair - ditto A 
Chinese Ghost Story and Zu Warriors 
to name but two. Yet narrative and 
stylistic cohesion (remarkably) remain 
inlact throughout, despite the film being 
edited from two different features ema- 
nating from the pc^sular Japanese Swonf 
of Vengeance series. 

Amongst the surreal scenes of vio- 
lence here are a graphic face-splitting, 
a crimson-coated waterfall battle, with 
Lone Wotf, having defeated the male 
ninjas, then opposing the might of the 
fairer sex, led by Sayaka (Kayo Mat- 
suo), who prove their "mettle" by sys- 
tematically limb-lopping a hapless ninja 
whose bloodied torso recalls some of 
the finer "Pythonesque" - inspired mo- 
ments in cinema. 

Enlisting the aid of his son’s sword- 
laden cart. Lone Wolf then decimates 
the remaining ninjas before finally con- 
fronting the Shogun's elite fighters - the 
"Masters of Death". Lone Wolf triumphs 
again in an inventive desert finale leav- 
ing his son to wax lyrical about the 
violence-filled future they will both in- 
evitably face. 

Although this version of the film ( su- 
pervised and directed by Kenji Misumi 


and Robert Houston respectively ), is 
the Americanised production, usually 
signalling artistic and aesthetic com- 
promise, the film does retain its visual 
poetry as great arterial bursts of blood 
symbolically drain from victims against 
the saffron hues of sunset - witness the 
demise of the Shogun's son as his torso 
twitches in a macabre dance of death 
whilst elsewhere, a bare breast gives 
way to a suckling baby rather than 
simple exploitation images. 

The film's extreme body count is 
renderd almost inoffensive due to the 
deliberate, choreographed nature of 
Lone Wolf's (fatal) sword thrusts. As 
such, the veritable "blood ballet" reaches 
full impact as Lone Wolf despatches 
numerous ninja opponents, his sword- 
strokes and acrobatic moves often su- 
perimposed upon the fading images of 
defeated foe. 

His pursuit of Sayaka proves most 
revelatory however, as having failed in 
his first attempt to kill her, he then 
displays a singular act of mercy by 
refusing a second chance to strike - 
Sayaka reminding him of his own wife 
as his perceptive son indicates to us. 
Similar emotional sub-texts are awak- 
ened as Lone Wott lies injured - his ever 
loving and protectfui son carrying him 
drops of life-giving water, exchanging 
his coat for bread at a roadside shrine 
he also uses to pray for his father's 
recovery. 

Likewise, having narowly escaped a 
burning ship, but not the biting cold of 
their shore-line refuge. Lone Wolfs re- 
moval of Sayaka's clothes signals a 
warm arxi welcoming embrace of body 
heat to ensure survival and not a bmtal 
rape as it first appears. 

Such emotions are buried forever in 
the inventive desert climax however, as 
the tabned glo\'e of one of the Masters 
of Death rakes the "barren" sand before 
gradually turning red as the would-be 
rebel assailants are discovered hiding 
beneath the sand. 

As the triumvirate guard the Shogun's 
brother Lone Wolf appears with revenge 


on his mind, not to mentbn the gold he 
is promised for extirpating the Shogun 
dynasty. 

The first "master" falls in gruesome 
style - his face split in two, a geyser of 
blood erupting as the body is silhouet- 
ted against the sand dunes like some 
collapsed grim reaper, whilst the sec- 
ond "master" receives an almost cur- 
sory sword-cut. the third "master", his 
windpipe now severed, sees fit to eulo- 
gise upon the meaning of death and 
providing his own epitaph thus: " Your 
technique is magnificent, when cut 
across the neck a sound like wailing 
winter winds Is heard." 

It's certainly an ill wind that blows for 
the Shogun's brother, who proclaiming 
his regal importance is countered by 
Lone Wolf's withering riposte. Shogun 
means nothing to me - die ! ." The 
camera lens, appropriately by now, 
drenched in blood, clears in time for us 
to see Lone Wotf and his son walking off 
into the distance across the wind-swept 
desert. 

If anything, their future life wouW seem 
as bleak and unappealing as the sandy 
wastes they tread, but despite the car- 
nage, the father/son relationship re- 
mains warm and loving, at times even 
tender, with Lone Wolf's relentless pur- 
suit of the Shogun, driven by the noble 
motivation of "biblical" retribution and 
justice to avenge his wife's death. 
Almost as bizarre as some of the visual 
Images on show, Mark Lindsay and 
Michael Lewis's eclectic synthesiser 
score succeeds in adding an extra di- 
mension to the film - the music never 
entirely appropriate but bold enough to 
conjure up comparisons with a more 
disco-orientated version of Goblin. 

Shogun Assassin with its saturated 
coburs and continual excitement, justi- 
fiably claims its exalted position, de- 
serving to be amongst the vanguard of 
the currently prominent, increasingly 
popular, oriental film explosion. 
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THE REBIRTH OF VIPCO - 
NO MORE MR NASTY ? 

Something is stirring in the recently bloodless video industry. Read 
on.... 


The success of 'The Lovers Guide" and 
other explicit adult material has also 
helped to loosen the constraints re- 
garding the release of hitherto banned 
horror classics as Vipco supremo Mike 
Lee explains. 

Can you explain VIpee'a demlae after the 
"video naaty" era and your aubaequent 
re^mergence. 

The reason at that time was that shops were 
very frightened to carry the sort of product 
that Vipco distributed, so there wasn't really 
anyone to sell to because they were rather 
cor>cemed ^^ut It and in lalmess, what we 
had to do was wait to find out what would 
happen with tiie classification system and 
what might happen to these movies. It has 
taken quite a long time before we feel we've 
been able to resubmit the films that were 
causing the problems at that time. 

to your policy of releaaing hitherto banned 
nima auch as Zombie Flesh Eatera and 
Oeatftfrsp a concerted attempt at reduc- 
Ittg cenaorahip 

I wouidnl say Its an attack at censorship per 
se. I would turn round and say that I have 
strong feelings about certain movies that I 
think should be seen and have a right to be 
seen and It I'm the only voice for these 
movies then so be it. I'm rrot saying that I'm 
attacking censorship at all but I am saying 
that I would like to have these films passed 
and available for the public to see. I think 
that they come from a particular period of 
time, are representative ot certain director's 
work who have since gone on to do other 
things. Even Abel Ferrera who starred and 
directed The Driller KHIer has gone on to do 
other movies now so I'd like to eventually 
have that one passed, whether or not they 
do remains to be seen, but DriSer Killer is an 
Important part of his work, as indeed Death- 
trap is for Tobe Hooper. 

Have you found a new ’enlightened’ ap- 
proach fomrda your product from the 
BBFC given the auppoaed lowering ot 
trade berriera heralded by 1 99Z 

I think there's things to be taken into account 
here for 1992, Witth the trade barriers for the 


E.E.C. coming down and I think that tastes 
are changing in wake of that. 

So you think that It's going to be an 
ongoing proceaa with Vipco hopefully 
releaaing mere output with leaa eeneor- 
ship even. 

I'm hopeful, but we cani be sure and need- 
less to say should we gel the problems we 
experienced before we would have to shut 
up shop and cease from distributing product 
yet again but I'm hopeful that wont happen. 

/ understand you plan to submit both 
Driller Killer and House On The Edge Of 
The Park to the BBFC ■ haw do you think 
these notorious Ulmf' will fair. 


Well, House On The Edge OT The Park I'm 
not proposing to do at this time but I'm 
hop^ul that within the first six months of next 
year we will be able to submit Drillet Killer . 
This is a sensitive film based on the cam- 
paign it had around it years ago. It's d>out the 
degeneration ol a man's psyche and if it 
were sensitively handled, would justify a 
position in the market place. 

VIpeo have ahown a commendable policy 
for releaaing cult ffima such ss Shogun 
Aaaaaaln. la thia a deliberate move, snd 
ff so, what other cult Kme ere echeduled 
for releeae. 

Well, we have quite a number ot these films 
to go - 1 cannot say which order tttey will be 
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" Flesh For Frankenstein is an excellent 
film, although some people may consider 
the contents to be offensive we're not of 
the same mind. ” 


coming in because a lot depends upon the 
sensitivity of the B0FC, it is Vipco's intention 
to reiease as many ol these cuit classic 
movies as is possibie and of cowse, Shogun 
Assassin is a wondetui film having got 
through unscathed on its reiease ^is time. 

Am them plane to mlease foreign tilme 
much sought after by horror fane. I'm 
thinking of Dario Argento'e Deep Red. 
Tenetm and InfetJto for example, together 
with the likes of Mario Bava and Jess 
Franco. 

We doni ovim the rights to the movies that 
^uVe mentioned just now but we are nego- 
taUng all the time trying to buy rights to ttims 
IIKe these for issue, so yes. you're bang in 
the right ball-park. There Is a prospect, and 
anybody who would like to mention names 
to us Oiat they would like te see released that 
we're not aware of or haveni been up tor a 
while, we're only a small company but we 
are trying our best to get out what we can 
and are open to feedback from our custom- 
ers. 

Do you think that them la scope to re- 
lease such rarities In widescreen ver- 
sions, specifically aimed at oollectom 
with 'making of the film" booklets and 
other aucfi additional material Included. 

Yes. that's something we're going to redress 
the balance on with the release of Zombie 
Rash Eaters in widescreen which will be the 
first previousiy banned movie to be Issued in 
such a format and I wW say rtow that It makes 
a tremendous difference to the movle.The 
difficulty remains however, that with not be- 
ing a major studio we doni control every- 
thing when it's being made and those 
thoughts are not often put together at the 
lime of the films production, and of course 
we could be talking about movies which are 
over 25 years old. it is something that we've 
looked at. to create an informative leaflet, 
but we doni really want to rush oft half- 
cocked. Unless the information is exact we 
doni want to publish anything, so yes, that 
may well come about next year at some 
point, but I cani guarantee any dates at the 
moment. 


What about Mum mleaaea - the Fulel 
and Warhol fllma tor example. 

City ol the Living Dead and The Beyond are 
released at the moment and we're hopeful 
for the New York Ripper. 

The New York Ripper t How do you think 
that'e going to get through ■ presumably 
withalotofeuta. 

Well, we're hopeful. I doni think it's been 
allowed through before. It's been banned 
previously but it would be one that as it's part 
of Luck) Fuld's work. 1 think that we'd like to 
see it available. The House By The Cem- 
etery is released ki October with plans tor ail 
three of his films to be released In wide- 
screen format next year wifti Warhol's Blood 
For Dracula and Flesh For Frankenstein 
hopeful lor the first quarter of next year. 

Do you Mnk that people Uke Warhol with 
their "artletlc" eonnotallona have mom 
chance of th^r fllma being mleaaed un- 
cut 

Well, Blood For Dracula I'm hopeful will 
cause no problem. Flesh For Frankenstein 
still might cause a problem bearing in mind 
the background that you're mentioning, but 
I think we have a strong case especially with 
his recent death, but Flesh For Frankenstein 
is an excellent film, although some people 
may consider the contents to be offensive 
we're not ot the same mind, but well tread 
carefully in dealing with that one. 

Can you tell me aemelhing about Lord 
Buckethead. 

He was the leading character in a movie 
called Gremloids (I), and indeed tor a bit of 
fun at the General Election, he decided to 
stand against John Major as I'm sure you're 
well aware. 1 think he got something Rke 107 
votes this time. 

So you warn narrowly defeated I 

Yes Indeed. There was some cause tor 
consternation up there of course but it all 
setOed down in the end and John Major 


eventually got through but It was a bit ol a 
fight for him 1 

With Wpco though, you appear to be on 
the mnnlng tide as It were. 

The important thing is ftiat small though we 
are I really want to try and keep It going. I do 
not want to find that they come down on us 
and say that these movies musnl be al- 
lowed yet again, so I want to try and make 
sure there's a prescence in the shops. Sales 
are going weA, not enormous because there's 
still a resistance out there, but the public 
want to buy them • that's the good news. As 
long as they are aware that the films are 
there, they'll buy them and of course the 
more support we get the more films we can 
buy in that they wouldn'y otherwise ha>e. So 
long as we're financially sound we can keep 
buying the rights to movies that we would 
like to retease that are not (currently) avail- 
able and I think that we will probably be the 
only voice for these films. 
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EATEN ALIVE 


He may not be Hannibal Lecter but gregarious Italian director Umberto Lenzi proves that he too 
enjoys having friends over for dinner ! 


Given his propensity for churning out 
gore-iaden cannibal atrocities, Umberto 
Lenzi's Eaten Alive is in many ways an 
opportune release, appropriating 
scenes from one of his previous films, 
Deep River Savages together with 
cannabalising sequences from Ruggero 
Deodato's Cannibal Holocaust and 
Sergio Martino's Prisoner ot the Canni- 
bal God . Lenzi’s inherent plagarism 
doesnl end here either as his Indiana 
Jones styled hero ( Robert Kerman ) 
leads a naive Janet Agren into the ( 
supposed ) New Guinea jungle in search 
of her "missing" sister, only to find her 
now assimilated Into the bretheren of a 
Jim Jones type "purification cult" pre- 
sided over by Ivan Rassimov, doing his 
very best to conjure up visions of Apoca- 
lypse Now 's equally sanguinary Colo- 
nel Kurtz. 

That's where comparisons between 
the tvro films end however as Lenzi's 
customary catalogue of grue and sad- 
ism betrays its sick bag origins rather 
than aspiring to any greater sense of 
grand guignol . As such. Cannibal 
Holocaust 's most effective plot conceit 
• the old scratched can ot film trick, 
detailing native atrocities upon its dis- 
covery. reappears here as Agren views 
her sister’s holiday film which we're 
never g oing to see on "Wish You Were 
Here" ! 

Amongst the "delights" on show are 
some bizarre rituals, including an un- 
comfortable mondo sequence as na- 
tives are summarily nipple-pierced and 
then strung up by hooks in true A Man 
Called Horse fashion, the cine-film 
projector's incessant "clicking" provid- 
ing some real background authenticity. 

Other harrowing mondo scenes in- 
clude the arbitrary disembowelling of a 
live crocodile ( thankfully truncated in 
this Vipco release which is basically the 
theatrical version which played UK cin- 
emas ), together with some cursory 
snake-slitting and milking scenes. The 
most repr^iensible aspect here, as with 
numerous other cannibal films, is the 


juxtaposition of real-life animal slaugh- 
ter with avowedly fake human torture 
footage, in order to add a sense of 
verisimilitude to the proceedings. In- 
deed to this end. once the documentary 
style native film is di^nsed with. Lenzi 
makes full use ot gritty, hand-held cam- 
era shots for added realism as he 
merges the complete range of his ex- 
pioitational repertoire with chunks of 
cinema verite. 

Lenzi also hangs his film around the 
staple "civilised" world/third world di- 
chotomy as Rassimov's band of blink- 
ered followers preach fraternity whilst 
he practises a spot of wanton poisoning 
and pillaging, not to mention some 
sneaky embezzeling - all in the name of 
religion of course. 

The similarity between Rassimov's 
cynical brand of deceit and certain other 
self-styled TV evangelists in America is 
frightening ( just check out US punk 
band the Dead Kennedys "In God We 
Trust" e.p. for a powerful invective 
against the dollar-billed fraudsters pos- 
ing as god-driven clergy. 

The sect’s ecological ethos, "using 
pain to reunite man with nature" re- 
ceives the ironic riposte that "Ameri- 
cans will believe in anything that's tax 
deductable" as the country's business 
ethics ( or lack of them ), fall under the 
microscope momentarily. 

It Is tribal rather than oimmercial eth- 
ics however, which are portrayed in 
Eaten Alive as marauding cannibals 
rape one victim, before in close shot, 
eating her hand - biting the hand that 
bleeds as It were, whilst another wid- 
owed victim is raped by her triumvirate 
of drooling brothers-in-law in order that 
she be set "free" for future marriage, if 
also decidedly sullied. The most nau- 
seating sight of all though remains the 
entrail, snake and lizard soup which a 
group of troglodyte cannibals greedily 
devour in one scene - ugh ! 

Rassimov seeks to satiate his own 
rapacious "palate" with his pursuit of 
Agren and her sister which is more 


carnal than ecclesiastical in motivation, 
whilst his genocidal offering to the dot- 
ing masses becomes an epitaph wor- 
thy of 'The Last Supper' sobriquet. 

Amidst this wholesale destruction 
Agren and Kerman are left to escape 
the sect's clutches via Mel Ferrer's res- 
cue helicopter, while Rassirrrov flees to 
(presumably) recruit more gullible mem- 
bers with which to populate a new sect. 
Unintentionally, and often hilariously, 
Lenzi manages to coax some wildly 
surrealistic scenes from the film, non 
better than the solemn funeral rites 
being held for a suicide victim where 
Bach’s Toccata" rages in the back- 
ground, or the unexpected burst of 
"Glory, Glory H^lelujah" from the sect's 
disciples as they sip their "purifying" 
ambrosia. 

There is also the awe-inspiring sight of 
Agren, painted gold and offered up in 
worship to his lewdness - Rassimov, 
whose self-prociimation to "lead man- 
kind out of bondage" is probably not 
extended to the shapely Ms. Agren. 

Lenzi also helms an almost James 
Bond/New Avengers style opening to 
the film as we see a blow-dart assassin 
in action In Niagara . before jump-cut- 
tirg to similar scenes in down (own New 
York. Certainly the exquisite Niagara 
backdrop and breathtaking aerial 
glimpses of the Sri Lankan locations 
are the only beautiful aspects of the 
film, whilst composer Budy Maglione's 
funereal dischords lend atmosphere to 
some sequences ( the same music also 
appearing in Lenzi's notorious Canni- 
bal Ferox ). 

Eaten Alive is not the worst entry 
you'll ever see in the diverse cannibal 
sub-genre but rarely does it rise above 
the most perfunctory of levels, and it 
absolutely tails to attain the vertigenous 
"heights" of authenticity that prevail in 
Apocalypse Now and Cannibal Holo- 
caust , which Lenzi strives so desper- 
ately to emulate. Even the innocent 
face of a crying child beckoning to us 
reveals no pathos, only the thought that 
once again we have wallowed awhile in 
Lenzi's own exploitative and decidedly 
mean spir ited celluloid ju n gle. 
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FIXATION 

AT THE HORROR STAGE 

An old classic Is back in our midst with the release of Lucio Fulci's masterly The House By The 
Cemetery. We've laid it bare on the slab ( psychiatrists couch ), with some psychoanalysis of 
our own. 


“ No one will ever know whether 
children are monsters or monsters 
are children. ” - Henry James . 


Praised by no, less an organ than the 
Sunday Times for it's "style" and "re- 
straint", and by the venerable Starburst 
as having "one of the best sustained 
climaxes in Gothic melodrama", Fulci's 
film Is very definitely a notch or two 
above average. 

For many, FulcI Is heralded as a spo- 
radicalty glimmering stylist whilst to oth- 
ers his oeuvre remains anathema - the 
stumbling efforts of a workman-like 
"hack". Whatever your view , in no way 
can the can "hack" argument be sub- 
stantiated. In fact, irrefutable evidence 
to the contrary can be gleaned by view- 
ing his early classic, Don't Torture The 
Duckling - a rare and revealing insight 
into closeted community tensions, cul- 
tural displacement, together with some 
trademark FulcI violence to create an 
unsettling though enjoyable gem. 

In spite of this Vipco release being 
virtually the same bowlderised version 
of House By The C&n^ery put out by 
Elephant Video sonte years back, only 
some extended gore scenes are miss- 
ing , not the more subtle directorial 
nuances which elevate the film so im- 
pressively and yes, this release is let- 
terboxed. 

Despite the token Henry James epi- 
taph, what makes Fulci's film so suc- 
cessful is it's Intriguing combination of 
Freudian theories and Frankenstein 
myth, together with some bravura gothic 
flair and an unusual concentration upon 
the film's non-adult characters. 

As is symptomatic of a FulcI film, nar- 
rative drive and plot cohesion are sac- 
rihced upon the altar of visual excess as 
outre scenes of violence gradually un- 
fold. 


The backdrop to all this is provided by 
an academic, Norman Boyle (Paolo 
Malco) and his unhealthy interest (bor- 
dering on the obssessive), with the 
mysterious demise of a colleague. Pro- 
fessor Peterson, whose imposing New 
Whitby residence Boyle moves into, 
along with his neurotic wife Lucy (Cath- 
erine MacColl) and their young son Bob 
(Giovanni Frezza). 

Boyle discovers that Peterson's sho- 
lastic research had become progres- 
sively more esoteric, delving into sui- 
cide, missing persons and unsolved 
murder cases, before Peterson himseif 
went off the deep end killing his wife 
before taking his own life. 

By paralleling Peterson's fatal com- 
pulsion, Boyle continues the research 
and unearths the lurid history behind 
the house's most notorious owner, Dr. 
Freudstein, whose dubious experiments 
led to his banishment from medical 
practice during the late 19th century. 
Boyle goes on to make the rrxjst star- 
tling discovery of all - that Freudstein is 
still alive ! 

Boyle is very much a pivotal character 
in the film. His apparent willingness to 
endanger the lives of his family by re- 
maining in the house, even after dis- 
covering Freudstein's existence resem- 
bles Peterson's behaviour previously - 
the comparison is even more directly 
drawn as both the town's estate agent 
and librarian remark at having seen 
Boyle at the house before - mistakenly, 
according to Boyle. 

Old Norm' even gets the kind of omi- 
nous build-up usually reserved for for 
Freudstein's entrance as first his boom- 
ing footsteps and then his menacing 


shadow prove to be false alarms, but 
the inference Is clearly there - that Boyle 
and Freudstein have converging per- 
sonalities in that Boyle will sacrifice his 
own family in the name of research , Just 
as Freudstein will imnnlate his victims 
to further his own existence. 

The agonising, claustrophobic de- 
nouement in Freudstein's charnel house 
cellar also proves Boyle's impotency as 
he succumbs all too easily (willingly ?) 
to Freudstein's murderous hand. He is 
also implicated as being responsible 
for Luc/s unstable mental state as It Is 
he who proscribes the drugs which only 
serve to increase her neurosis - coun- 
terpointed with a later scene as Lucy 
awakes with a carefree smile in a sun- 
kissed bedroom, her medication left 
untouched by her side. 

Freudstein himseif cuts a most gro- 
tesque figure - a literal "mosaic of 
corpses" who bleeds maggots, the bod- 
ies of his victims providing the cell re- 
newals which ensure his survival. Whilst 
all the potentially fascinating thematics 
inherent In the name remain only par- 
tially expbred, Freudstein does appear 
to be the perfect embodiement of 
Freud's "seif-preservative drive" if not 
the relatively undeveloped "sexual 
drive", while both Peterson and Boyle's 
over-zealous pursuit of Freudstein In- 
vites obvious Frankenstein compari- 
sons ■ you can almost imagine Boyle 
exclaiming " It's Alive" upon Freud- 
stein's initial appearance here. 

As if the malevolent prescence of the 
ubiquitous Freudstein wasn't enough 
to contend with, Fulci also enables the 
titular residence to almost "breathe " as 
It becomes an omnipresent "character 
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in miK^ the same way that Egdon Heath 
dominates Thomas Hardy's The Return 
of the Native . 

What with its neo-gothic styie and 
stained-giass windows the house al- 
most takes on the appearance of being 
Freudstein’s shrine • glaringly so when 
Lucy discovers Freudslein's headstone 
built into orre of the floors, only for it later 
to gush crimson tidai waves as Fulci 
unashamedly treads on Amityville/Shin- 
ing territory. The appearance of young 
May Freudstein, in effect the " guardian" 
of the house, just as Jack Nicholson's 
grinning bar-tender acts as etemai cus- 
todian in the Overlook Hotel, only sen/es 
to reinforce the similarity. 

The house itself oozes menace from 
every pore as Fulci whips up a heady 
brew of gothic regalia ranging from 
creaking doors, to gossamer coated 
stairways and prowling camera's in flash- 
lit cellars, that only hint at the horror yet 
to come. 

Despite all the gruesome goings-on 
however, it is Fulci's "delicate" treat- 
ment of the film's children which invites 
the most comment. Although his by now 
"trademark" placing of children in dan- 
ger continually drives the film, it is the 
adults who are killed, leaving the prog- 
eny to survive in a seemingly parallel 
"limbo universe". 

This is established from the very start 
of the film as May's face, framed in a 
window, segues into a Mack and white 
photograph of the house accompanied 
by Walter Rizzab's plaintive piano score. 
Audaciously, the picture adorns a New 
York Estate Agents wall, now falling 
under the Bob's intense gaze, inaugu- 
rating the "telepathic" link the two chil- 
dren share in one ambitious camera 
sweep. 

May also acts as narrator for the film, 
warning Bob not to enter the house, 
while also exibiting a finely developed 
sense of precognition as the shop-win- 
dow mannakin she stares at loses its 
head, pre-empting the later decapita- 
tion of babysitter Ann (Anja Pieroni). 
Even though Ann is inhabiting a kind of 
dream-like limbo world, she often ap- 
pears more down to earth than Bob 
whose irritatirrg soprano squeal sourxts 
rather like a pig being taught to sing by 
Aled Jones ! 

His disembodied whine is used to good 
effect during the dramatic conclusion as 
he struggles to free himself from Freud- 
stein's grasp - eventually succeeding by 
exiting from the cellar via a jagged crack 
In Freudslein's tombstone - Bob's 


jerking legs narrowly escaping the men- 
acing clutches of Freudslein's gnarled 
hands. 

The dictum that as soon as we are 
bom we have begun to die is poignantly 
brought to mind by Bob's speedy as- 
cent/rebirth from the tombstone. 

Yes, the ending does "ape" a film dis- 
cussed In greater detail elsewhere In 
this issue, but it is nevertheless su- 
premely effective, capping a taut, and 
emotionally engaging film with the most 
horrific of conclusions. That is, Freud- 
stein remains unscathed, and of equal 
importance, so too does the house, 
waiting silently, yet enticingly for it's 
next victims, like some ancient mono- 
lithic beacon. 





THE INNER SANCTUM 

Movie posters, stills, books 
and magazines, plus T.V. 
spin - off items and annuals. 

22 New Bridge Street 
Fore Street 
Exeter 
Devon 

Telephone 0392 - 427237 
during normal working hours. 


V / 



20 


NECRONOMICON 1 


©i 

With the inspiration of poet Corbiere, artists Druiiiet and 
Caza, together with the work of surreaiist painter Max 
Ernst, Jean Roiiin - founder of the sex vampire fiim , 
traii-biazes his own particuiar brand of horror art across 
the screen 


If our own KenRussel! is considered the 
"wild child amongst British filmakers, 
then France's Jean Rollin is very much 
the enfant terrible as far as his own 
contemporaries are concerned. 
Regarded with disdain in his own coun- 
try, Rollin is paradoxically much re- 
vered across Europe, his films held in 
high esteem and the man himself is 
often elevated to the rank of auteur . 

Rollin’s own initiation into the horror 
genre could hardly have been more 
unexpected, having been first influenced 
by the relatively melancholic writings of 
1 9th century poet Triston Corbiere, and 
later by artist friends Druiiiet and Caza 
(who have also supplied Rollin with 
sorrre of the stunning posters for his 
films). 

Often duplicating entire surrealist 
paintings in his work, and citing Max 
Ernst as a foremost visual influence in 
his films, Rollin has very much made 
the unique sub-genre - the sex vampire 
film, his own. 

Levres De Sang , quite literally, "Lips 
of Blood", continues Rollin's preoccu- 
pation with the more erotic nuances 
inherent within the sanguinary vampire 
motiff. 

The perfunctory plot features a young 
man (Jean Lou Philippe) - who also co- 
authored the script, experiencing a suc- 
cession of visions/memortes - the am- 
biguity is deliberate, dominated by an 
old castle and ethereal woman clad in 
white (Ann Briand). 

His total fascination with her becomes 
apparent as she leads him out from a 
cinema to the Montmartre cemetery 
where he releases a cluster of female 
vampires from their coffins. 

Eventually he finds his way back to a 
dank dungeon where his family are 
encircling a coffin. His mother orders 


him to destroy the formerly beautiful girl 
buried within, but his perverse bve rears 
Its head and he chooses instead to join 
with Briand - who it transpires, is his 
sister, entombed by their mother for 
vampirising their father. 

Rollin, as Is indicative of his style, 
relegates basic plot mechanics to a 
purely negligible level, instead, favour- 
ing the painterly images and visual bra- 
vura that so symbolises his films. 

Thus, we hear a child's ghostly voice, 
the howling wind before glimpsing a 
rugged mountainside in one of Philiipe’s 
early visions. Seemingly unconnected 
images float in and out of the film before 
Rollin's surrealistic mise en scene’s 
shimmer into view. 

Most impressive of all is the flash of 
lightning which accompanies the vam- 
pires awakening from their tombs, mo- 
mentarily silhouetted, moving in capti- 
vating slow-motion towards their prey. 

Light and shadow collide as Rollin 
pursues his expressionist night photog- 
raphy - in one instance a girl lays strewn 
across a waterfall, whilst elsewhere, 
beaming flashlights suffuse the night 
air, the signal for a vast array of water 
fountains to gush forth spirals of cas- 
cading liquid. 

Even the obligatory vampire staking 
at the climax is performed against the 
inventive backdrop of ancient rains and 
morxjliths - the final image being that of 
a coffin washed away to sea. 

This rather enigmatic finale was mir- 
rored by Levres disappointing box- 
office performance. Considered too re- 
strained by both the horror and hard- 
core audiences Rollin hoped to attract, 
the film has been termed a "macabre 
poem" with Briand's virginal gown 


symbolic of Freudian references, though 
these remain only fleeting, never being 
fully e)q)lored. 

With its striking locations and washed 
out cotours Lewes remains an elegiac 
period piece, not quite able to achie\« 
David Pirie's claims of Rollin's work 
being "crammed with visual extrava- 
gence, and certainty failing to capture 
the lyrical beauty, not forgetting the 
strident soundtrack to his earlier Fris- 
sons . 

If anything, Rollin's delicate, artistic 
approach towards making horror films 
is to be applauded but It often leaves 
him open to the accusation that he is 
foregoing any attempts at cultivating 
tangible excitement and audience em- 
pathy for the characters by favouring 
such a unique brand of filmaking. 

To be fair, Rollin has attempted to 
provide a mote powerful, visceral charge 
to his films with Las Raisins de la Mort 
and La Mode Wvanfe , though both are 
only partially successful, eschewing 
many of his more visionary ideals in 
favour of blood and gore. 

After a brief hiatus, the word is that 
Rollin is once again ready to return to 
the horror genre which is encouraging 
as like them or loathe them, his films 
are always entirely individual and unique 
exhibiting their own distinctive flair - 
qualities not always readily prevalent in 
horror cinema today. 
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THE LIVING DEAD AT 
THE MANCHESTER 

MORGUE 

If you can imagine Night of the Living Dead set in 
the English Lake District 



The product of a rare Spanish / Italian 
collaboration, The Living Dead , ( as it 
will now be abbreviated ! ), is the work 
of Spanish director Jorge Grau, wrho 
had previously made the Countess 
Elisabeth Bathory inspired Ceremonta 
Sangrientaiin 1972. 

The Living Dead is an engaging hy- 
brid, comprising part Romero influences 
of zombies ainning amok, part political 
thriller and part ecological picture, all 
set amongst the verdant landscapes of 
the "Jewel of the north", the Lake Dis- 
trict. 

The main protagonists - the imagina- 
tively named Trendy George (Ray Love- 
lock) and the dull (by comparison) Edna, 
(Christine Galbo), are two strangers 
who through force of circumstance, are 
Obliged to travel together to a sleepy 
village deep in the heart of the Lake 
District. Upon their arrival, they begin to 
discover a growing army of zombies, a 
mysterious Department of Agriculture 
prototype machine using ultra-sonic 
soundwaves to eliminate insects, and 
worst of all, an avowedly fascist police- 
rran. Sergeant McCcs-mick - played with 
customary relish by Arthur Kennedy. ( 
Unfortunately, its fair to point out that this 
aspect of the film hasn't exactly endeared 
it to our beloved police authorities, but 
this shouldnl overshadow what is after 
all, an entirely thought-provoking film ). 

Upon Edna's arrival in the Lakes, she 
finds her brother-in-law murdered and 
her junkie sister forcibly admitted to hos- 
pital, leaving George as her only com- 
panion to defeat the rampaging zombies. 
The unmistakeable influence of Geo^ 
Romero is evoked by Grau as a porten- 
tious radb message warns dl "ecological 
problems" to provide the film with it's 


primary subtext in the same way that 
Romero's epic utilises radio and tv broad- 
casts to highlight a m^terious venus 
probe which has crash^ to earth. 
There's also a parallel scene early on in 
Grau's film as the focal village tramp, 
Guthrie, lurches into view to menace 
Edna in her car, who, having lost her 
keys, is forced to wade across a nearby 
stream in order to escape her would-be 
assailant. The reason for the tramp's 
dishevelled features becomes graphi- 
cally apparent as the perplexed Edna 
reads of his "death", only the week be- 
fore, in the local newspaper. 

Just as Romero's sheriff err^xKJIes the 
very worst "gung-ho" and racialist traits 
by shooting down the "nigger hero, so to 
does McCormick gun down the doughty 
George during the conclusion of Grau's 
film. 

Whilst the scenes of assorted "flesh - 


eating in Romero's film were vilified at 
the time for their graphic nature. Grau is 
prepared to ecclipse such concerns with 
the numerous visceral spectacles that 
dominate his opus. 

This is most palpably executed in the 
celebrated "graveyard” sequence as 
George and Edna discover the grue- 
some truth in the ancient crypt, now 
populated by the zombiefied corpse of 
Guthrie. Not oDntent with attacking them, 
Guthrie also performs a rather bizarre 
ritual, annointing the eyelids of his fellow 
corpses with blood in order to reanimate 
them. 

The horrified couple's only means of 
escape is a conveniently placed step- 
ladder leading up into a gravestone above 
- their dilatory ascent is milked for maxi- 
mum suspense value by Grau as the 
zort^ies clutching hands just fall In their 
attempts to haul the couple back down to 
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their doom. The claustrophobic tension 
here would also seem to have had a 
lasting effect on Lucio Fulci, as a similar 
scene in his House by the Cemetery will 
bear testimony to. 

The sense of ensuing collapse against 
overwhelming odds is further height- 
ened as the pair seek the relative "safety" 
of a barricaded church, only to find that 
it offers increasing danger as opposed 
to sanctuary as it is bereft of further 
escape-doors, whilst the baying zom- 
bies outside break down the door with 
an upturned cross - the ultimate signal 
that god affords no protection with the 
zombies threatening eternal damnation, 
not to mention a painful (living) death. 

The zombies subsequent graphic evis- 
ceration of a hapless policeman offers 
George and Edna their means of es- 
cape as they firebomb the distracted 
zombies, but although their lives have 
been saved momentarily, their freedom 
is far from assured as George is held 
response for the deaths and arrested, 
leaving Edna to be whisked off into the 
local hospital for treatment. 

It is now that fear and the paranoia of 
wrongful imprisonment is brought to the 
fore as Geo^. with increasing fmstra- 
tion, fails to convince McCormick of his 
innocence, and even more importantly, 
the certain danger that Edna faces in 
hospital. 

Recent outbreaks of babies violently 
biting staff are not isolated incidents but 
quite literally the threat of zombiedom in 
its infancy - escalating to morgue 


patients in the basement who summar- 
ily axe one unfortunate doctor in the 
head, strangle a nurse in the lift before 
performing an impromptu masectomy 
on another victim as the zombies em- 
bark on an orgy of violence throughout 
the hospital, culminating with the "death" 
of Edna. 

Although George's flight from the po- 
lice cannot save these viclims he does 
succeed in torching the hospital, and 
the zombies inside, but any brief sense 
of relief is curtailed by McCormick's 
lethal bullet, with the salutary parting 
shot; " I wish the dead could come back 
again to life you bastard, because then 
I could kill you again " which Ironically 
serves as his own epitaph as George 
reappears Lazarus-like from the grave 
to finish off McCormick. 

Throughout the film this antagonism 
between McCormick's abrasive police 
officer and the liberal George, reinforces 
ensting social prejudices. On the side of 
authority and "respectable" moral be- 
haviour. McCormick sees George as 
being into "drugs, sex, every sort of 
filth", whilst George indicates the mount- 
ing secularisation of society with the 
rejoinder; "It's not my fault if the Christs 
and saints are out of fashion". 

When not exploring this particular strain 
of social politics Grau is revealing the 
kind of environmental concerns which 
are rapidly gathering momentum in the 
present "green" climate we live in. 

Grau's opening Image • of the ultra- 
sonic machine segues into what David 


Pirie has described as an "uneasy 
accumulation of detail" as sirxjke bil- 
lows from power stations, dead birds 
pepper the roadside and litter-strewn 
streets dominate the landscape as the 
potential of an ecological disaster is 
evoked, juxtaposed with the surreal 
Image of a streaking girl at a busy road 
Junction during rush hour, as if her 
natural state, sans clothes. Is advo- 
cating a "back to nature" manifesto. 

The sight of the exquisite Lanca- 
shire countryside, only marred by the 
conspicuous prescence of the De- 
partment of Agriculture's futuristic 
pest-control machine in the centre of 
an emerald field, reinforces the point. 

Against this relatively complex back- 
ground, Grau then utilises the more 
accustomed mechanics erf horror-film 
making as he piles on atmosphere 
and a heavy sense of foreboding. 

So, at night, the tranquil village lo- 
cale is transformed into an eerie, fog- 
bound place, with deserted lanes and 
permanently howling wind - used to 
great effect when Edna is mortified to 
see her now zombified brother-in-law 
looming out of the misl, moving menac- 
ingly towarcte her. Contrast this with the 
daylight horrors in the aforementioned 
graveyard scene as lurid splashes of 
blood decorate the leafy hues of the 
lush surrounding countryside, and you 
can appreciate Grau's grasp of, and 
affinity for, the horror fundamentals. 

Although this prize-winning film 
(awarded at the SItges film festival), is 
deserving of Bs accolade, there are some 
momentary, albeit, minor quibbles to 
voice. 

Sometimes the heady poi-pourri of 
ecological and political viewpoints do 
conflict with the baser, animalistic in- 
stincts harnassed by the film's zombies, 
wfilh McCormick often seen as a greater 
threat to life than the voracious undead, 
whilst the climactic confrontation sug- 
gests that possibly only a zombie can 
defeat a fascist - rather negative politics 
and most surely not the film's intention. 
These charges aside, TTie LMng Dead 
more than compensates in other areas 
and rightfully earns its sobriquet of be- 
ing at the vanguard of PIrie's setf-titled 
"Cinema of Gothic Anxiety". 
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LOUD & STROUD ! 

Roger Cook, eat your heart out • our It probably will be, as the investigative king 
of visceral video cuisine, dissects the vaiedictory ode to mortality. Faces of Death. 


Hi there, gorefierxls, and welcome to 
the family section of this fab maga 2 ine, 
or should I say "Splattertesr of blood 
and gastric juices - 1 bve going over the 
top, doni you ? No, well you better turn 
away because this is a video review with 
a difference- Faces of Deaffr IShocku- 
mentary at it^ best, well we'll start at the 
beginning, with our guide through the 
realms of fact and fiction. Dr. Francis 
Gross ( a student of death), and he 
certainly has come up with the goods 
this time. 

As with most mondo documentary 
type films, animals always feature highly 
what with seal massacres in which the 
narrator exclaims he will never wear 
animal fur again, but will he ever eat 
meat again as cows bleed to death with 
their throats cut and sheep go bungee 
jumping with meat hooks through their 
heads. 

As well as pitbull fighting and other 
slaughterhouse footage, a python is 
eaten alive by piranha - Greenpeace 
members would do well to steer clear of 
this feature, but budding chefs should 


stay tuned as monkey has his skull 
broken open with dinner spoons and his 
warm brains eaten by hungry connois- 
seur's of raw meat - yum yum, but I think 
I'll stick to to grease burgers and slug 
chips. Anyway, don't think that us hu- 
mans get away from the sharp eyed 
student of death, oh no siree Bob, we’re 
still to come. 

First up, various car and bike crashes, 
all of which are real, with blood and torn 
flesh in abundance, unlike the next batch 
of goodies with avowedly fake electric 
chair antics in which we are led to be- 
lieve the victim's eyes explode - it actu- 
ally looks like some guy with masking 
tape across his face and a touch of 
rabies. A fake beheading courtesy of 
our Middle East "friends" is equally poor. 

Now on to the real stuff and what a 
classic. A plane crash in which large 
chunks of human flesi are unceremoni- 
ously dumped over an American hous- 
ing estate, the Fire Service and police 
try to idenfify the mutilated corpses whilst 
survivors wander through the carnage 
like shadows in a land of death. 


As a finishing scene (phew. Ed !), I 
have chosen the crocodile attack in 
which a poor victim feeding the crocs' 
ends up as the main course as the 
brutes turns on him in a killing frenzy. 
The lifeless body, having been ripped to 
shreds, is then laid out on the river bank 
for all to see until later being covered 
vi^h a blanket. 

All in all, there's a "happy" ending 
with flower pictures and ghostly appa- 
raitions filling the screen something 
lovely ! 

Well, that about finishes it for this 
issue save for ; 

MONDO FACT: 

Faces of Death grossed more than Star 
VVbrs during it’s first week on release in 
Japan. 

Hope you enjoyed yourselves. Cop- 
ies of Faosss of Cfeaff? are available from 
the Loud & Stroud Corjnoisseur Cata- 
logue - no thanks ! (Ed). 
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LOVE BITES 

The "love bug" is most definitely in the air and looking 
for a "cure " is non other than nurse Traci Lords ! 



Having first appeared in hardcore films 
at the tender age of 15, our Trad isnl 
exactly your typical Shirley Temple, child 
prodigy, but more along the lines of "a 
star is porn." 

Having "graced" numerous flesh "ep- 
ics", including Ladies in Lace, The Tri- 
als of Traci. Deep Inside Traci, but most 
certainly not Dick Tracy (however ap- 
propriate it might seem!), the former 
ingenue is now revealing acting capa- 
bilities as much as she is flesh, in the 
likes of Adam Rifkin's comedy The Nutty 
Nut where T raci plays a french maid ! 

Her first non-hardcore leading role 
however, was in Jim Wynorski's re- 
make of Roger Gorman's sci-fi pro- 
grammer Not of this Earth with Traci 
again essaying the part of a nurse - 
(typecasting or what), and gamering 
complimentary reviews such as one 
critic's Judgment that 'Ihe answer is 
yes, she can act.” 

A small steel town in Steubenville, 
Ohio seems an unlikely birthplace for a 
future porn film starlet, hitherto most 
famous as also being Dean Martin's 
hometown, but having shed these hum- 
ble origins, her clothes and later, a well 
documented cocaine habit, Trad's main 
addiction now is her husband, though 
she is still prone to causing riots when, 
posing for calendars clad only In leather 
bra and shorts, and seated on a motor- 
bike i 

Although taking her surname from the 
suave Jack Lord of "Hawaii Five-0" 
fame, Tracrs performance in Love Bites 
is more a case of "bonk them Danno" 
rather than "book them." She may get 
the top billing in director Victor Nye's 
film, but her appearances are kept to a 
minimum until the very end when nurse 
Traci administers the kind of medicine 
that you worn find on the NHS (more's 
the pity I). 

This is one of those rare hardcore 
pictures which actually possesses the 
merest hint of a ptot - albeit an entirety 
outrageous one. peppered with some 
(almost) incisive wit and social 


commentary. 

Some stock jungle footage kicks off 
the first vignette in this anthology- 
styled opus as the lithe All Moore's 
profuse sweating is generated more by 
her masturbatory hand gyrations and 
sordid reading matter than any tropical 
heat. 

Oblivious to her rhythmical pleasures, 
the scholarly Mortimer Stanley recounts 
a serious treatise on the "love-biter" 


mosquito whose "periodic visitations" 
cause intriguing side-efects as bitten 
victims are "overwhelmed by irrepresi- 
ble sexual urges", only to "revel in the 
most active and shameless lust which 
is absolutely promiscuous" while "the 
impact on family and church life is shat- 
tering" • eat your heart out Mary White- 
house I 

It transpires that Mortimer isn't the 
only "missionary" in position though as 
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a well endowed native - (yes, he could 
inscribe "welcome to Barbados and have 
a nice day" on his wedding tackle I), 
unleashes his own carnal partac^ on a 
delighted Ms. Moore - not quite living up 
to her character's name, Prudence ! 

The mosquito flights of fancy (fantasy) 
then segue into shots of nurse Trad and 
the good doctor - porno regular Harry 
Reems, inspecting a take-water sample 
erf the "love-bite" contagion. As e)f)ected. 
one of the pesky insects escapes with 
both Traci and Harry in close attend- 
ance. running after it and accompanied 
by The Flight of the Bumble Bee" play- 
ing on the soundtrack I 
It may not quite be David Cronen- 
berg's sexual parasite thriller Shivers 
(1974), but the bug then proceeds to 
infect an appartment block, and In par- 
ticular. the lift occupied by Amber Lynn 
• who certainly cani be accused of "am- 
bling" as she provides the kind of lift- 


service you only find in Singapore ho- 
tels. If only Love Bites hadn't been 
released before Aerosmith's chart hit, 
"Love In an Elevator" ! 

The mosquito's next target is a meet- 
ing of the setf-pontificating More Moral- 
ity Corporation (shades of the decidedly 
real Jerry Falwell here maybe), where 
draconian measures, reactionary view- 
points and basically any anti-libertarian 
ethos are welcom^. 

Unfortunately for the moralists, the 
"b^«-btte" bug pro^ too appealing as 
the chairman makes a grap for a maid's 
"D" cup Instead of his own tea cup and 
an orgy full of Eastern promise and 
Caligula-style decadence ensues, be- 
fore the bug "turns the heat up" later for 
a couple of unsuspecting sun-worship- 
pers. 

Back to doctors and nurses we go 
though as Traci and Harry are both 
bitten, the precursor to some decidedly 


Clothing plummets quicker 
across the world than the 
English pound. 


Irregular hospital ward activities on the 
"stroke unit" as "open season" replaces 
"closed wards" - no wonder there's a 
shortage of hospital beds if this is what 
goes on behind closed screens ! 

Heroically to the "bitten" end, the good 
doctor still records his symptoms with 
the expected: 'Take this down nurse” as 
a "tingling in the spine and the extremh 
lles overwhelms" him. 

His final telephone calls - to the police, 
the fire-brigade, the FBI and finally- the 
President, are all m^ with excited, coital 
groans indicating that the "love disease" 
has now reached epidemic proportions 
- not so much "Black Wednesday" as 
"Bonk anyday" as clothing plummets 
quicker than the English pound. 

Love Bites isn't quite a classic of 
cinema eroticism despite these "ster- 
ling" efforts, but it is certainly an above 
average picture, retaining the kind of 
outrageous humour which titles suc^ as 
Pretty Peaches are highly noted for, 
and T raci Lords has very definitely ap- 
peared in far worse films than this be- 
fore her current '^rious acting" renais- 
sance. 


ZOMBIES - FILMS THAI 

CALL THE DEAD TO RISE 

At lastll! (Fulci, Romero and more!) 

" Exhaustive and entertaining " - 

Shaun Hutson 

The Dead walk as zombies and real-life 
voodoo are explored together with the 
fascinating history of the zombie film 
genre In this illustrated, fact-filled book. 
Diverse entries from monochrome 
epks White Zombie and / Walked With A 
Zombie, through to the splatter explosion 
ndudingTheEw/ Dead and Hellralser are 
eatured. Indivlduai chapters on prime expo- 
rents Ludo Fulci and George Romero are 
nduded along with sdence-ficbon zombies 

\vallable from the author at the 
necronomlcon address - @ £ 9.74 per 
»py(lna p&p). 

; It you cant plug your own book in yourowr 
magazine etc. etc. !!!!) 
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UENUS IN FURS 

H dream-like atmosphere, delirious music, 
not to mention Maria Rohm at her rauishing 
best, all add up to the finest film from the 
much-maligned Jess Franco. 


"Divine” or "fieavenly" retribution may 
well serve as a subtitle for this particular 
epic from prolific Spanish director Jess 
Franco. The reason ? The startling ap- 
pearance throughout of the voluptuous 
Marla Rohm as the predatory, all-con- 
suming "Wanda Reed" - the undisputed 
shimmering "Venus" of the title. 

Although the much villified Franco and 
his profuse ouevre doni often elicit 
much in the way of fulsome praise, 
Venus in Furs ranks high as one of his 
and the horror genre’s most effective 
and oneiric offerings. 

It's a lyrical tale which largely dis- 
penses wt&i the some«^t staid (at the 
time, daring) source novel mixing art 
porno with S & M as supplied by Sacher 
Masoch, in fawur of a more atmos- 
pheric, dream-like aura which envelops 
the characters and audience alike. 

Though furnished with one of those 
perfunctory, “penny-dreadful" type sce- 
narios, the film still manages to tran- 
scend these modest origins as we see 
a bewildered Jazz musician Jimmy 
(James Darren), becoming mesmer- 
ised under the hyprxjtic gaze of Wanda. 
All the rrtore perplexing as Jimmy can 
remember seeing heraccidentaily killed 
during a torrid orgy, in Istanbul no less, 
by a fashion photographer Olga (Mar- 
garet Lee) and her two decadent play- 
mates, Kapp and Ahmed, played by 
horror alumni Dennis Price and Klaus 
Kinski, 

All of this does little to explain Wan- 
da's sudden reappearance, floating 
ghostJike in and out of various scenes 
much to Jimmy's bemusement. Her ini- 
tial appearance, washed up on the 
shore, lures Jimmy into the maelstrom- 
his run into the sea towards her stun- 
ningly glimpsed in hallicinatory slow- 
motion, as if time itself were standing 
stiff. Indeed when he gazes upon 


Wanda's sunken features, her beauty 
ebbing avray as if caught on the tide, he 
remembers, and time does momentar- 
ily, stop. 

As he perceptively remarks; "When 
you don't know where you're at, time is 
like the ocean - >^u can't hold onto it". 

Thus begins his forever-doomed pur- 
suit of the "truth", given in often rather 
jarring, first person narrative which 
seems at odds with the more ethereal 
images on view. 

As such, we are treated to such anach- 
ronistic gems as " man it was a wild 
scene" and the prescient, "How can 
you run from a dead person unless your 
dead yourself ". The answer it seems, is 
to escape Istanbul and ingratiate one- 
self with the carnival atmosphere of Rio 
and the carnal attributes of nightclub 
singer Rita (Barbara McNair). 

Although Rita helps the beleaguered 
musician find his music again, (cue for 
some sporadic snippets of great Man- 
fred Mann jazz -rock numbers), Jimmy 
remains "haunted" by the continuing 
appearance of iAtenda - the jovial, highly- 
charged festivity of the Rio celebrations 
doing little to dispel his doubts or mel- 
ancholic mood- 

Converseiy, it seems to Jimmy that 
Wanda can be his only catharsis, even 
though he feels 'Irap^ in a whirlpool, 
which keeps sucking (him) in deeper 
and deeper". Still more unfathomable 
his existence becomes as again, slow- 
motion sequences herald his pursuit of 
Wanda, down a garden terrace, her fur- 
coated outline momentarily obscured 
by the shadows from the tree-edged 
path which also serve to (symbolically) 
cloud his mind- 

Jimmy's "soft-focus" consummation 
of his "relatbnship" with Wanda is inter- 
cut with "arty''shots as Franco’s be- 
loved use of the zoom lens makes an 


appearance, raking across a gallery of 
nearby paintings as the bedroom ar- 
dour intensifies. 

This acts as the catalyst for the cicui- 
tous chain of later events as one by 
one, Wanda first enthralls those re- 
sponsible for her death, materialising 
like some rapacious succubus to drain 
their life juices and leave them dead. 

Of these. Price’s death is rendered the 
most impressive - consumed by lust for 
her, he chases Wanda's tantalising 
image around his bedroom. Each 
glimpse of her fur coat, her silk stock- 
ings, her exposed flesh, serves to 
heighten the fetishistlc eroticism inher- 
ent in the visuals, literally "climaxing" 
with a fatal heart atlack/orgasm as the 
tormented Kapp expires. 

Wanda’s predatory, yet enticing im- 
age, ( long pre-dating the powerfully 
attractive characters in Fatal Attraction 
and Basic Instinct ), is often only par- 
tially glimpsed through mirrors - a self- 
revelatory vision as the culprits are 
asked to look upon themselves, their 
own souls and each questton their com- 
plicity in Wanda's death. 

Next victim is Olga, whom Wanda 
seduces during a private photo-ses- 
skjn, leaving the dazed sufferer to slash 
her wrists whilst prone in the bath - the 
crimson water an echo of Wanda's own 
washed-up body on the shore. The 
circular theme is reinforced as follow- 
ing each killing, the requisite shots of 
crashing waves, indicating the fast ap- 
proaching tide (and Wanda's venge- 
ance), about to engulf the guilty then 
segue into Rita's heartfelt refrain that 
"Venus in furs wiil be smiling, when that 
moment arrives"- the perfect coda. 

An assortment of low-angled shots 
looking skywards at ancient towers and 
religious temples signals the reappear- 
ance of another icon as Wanda emerges 
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“ For those who showed no mercy, no mercy will be shown, 
For those who got their pleasures from the strangled cries 
and groans. 

The grins that filled their euil faces will be wiped for sure. 
Sometime, someone, somewhere will come knocking, 
knocking on your door 

" Uenus in Furs will be smiling, when that moment arriues.” 


back in Istanbul with Jimmy, where in a 
delirious sequence of increasing sexual 
tension, it is Kinski's turn to meet his 
maker - denied the licentious unton with 
Wanda that he so covets. Once again, 
the final image is of the satiated Wanda 
spuming the human wreckage that she 
has left in her wake, casually trailing her 
fur behind her. 

The singular abscence of any police 
authorities is remedied as a mortified 
Jimmy is then informed by the local 
inspector that Wanda has been dead 
for two years. 

Unable to reconcile this with the 'Very 
real" flesh and blood Wanda he has left 
sleeping upstairs, he escapes with her, 
only for Wanda to break away into a 
nearby cemetery . With masterly preci- 
sion Franco is once again able to con- 
jure up a cloying, ethereal atmosphere 
as coloured filters saturate the screen 
in a bold, kaleidoscopic display of 
greens, reds and blues, before he stum- 
bles upon her discarded fur, and then, 
her grave. 

Understandably traumatised by this, 
he races to the by now familiar stretch 
of coastline and, in a supreme moment 
of deja vu . sees a body lying in the 
water. The languid, slop motion pho- 
tography enhances the timeless feel 
again as Jimmy now turns the body 
over only to discover that he is staring at 
himself, " Oh my god, Ifs me. I’m dead. 
I’ve been dead all the time", being the 
rather enfeebled response. 

Given the relative paucity of the basic 
premise, this is probably the only "logi- 
cal" conclusion to avail itself - however 
disappointing and inadequate it may 
appear. 

in the final analysis. Franco has suc- 
ceeded in creating a genuinely eerie, 
dazzling vrork, a visual poem concern- 
ing infatuation and consuming sexual- 
ity coupled with a simply stunning score 
that not only compliments the visuals, 
but embellishes them writh subtle, and 
non too subtle, flourishes to further 


stretch the imagination. 

Franco shows that he to is capable of 
creating a classic wrfien given the nec- 
essary time and consequently, energy, 
to devote to one picture. 

It's certainly fascinating to note the 
comments of Franco regular Howard 
Vernon who maintains that the ubiqui- 
tous Spaniard was held in mighty high 
regard by the legendary Orson Welles, 
and that the equally celebrated Fritz 
Lang was fulsome in his praise of Fran- 
co’s Necronomicon , (which Lang also 
regarded as a sex film - a genre he 
hated I). 

It's fair comment tjiat the mercurial 
Franco has never agin scaled these 
vertiginous heights, though his recent 
Face/ess did threaten some kind of 
renaissance, albeit in a limited form, but 
at least his ability has enabled him a 
momentary flirtation with greatness. For 
many other much vaunted "auteurs ", 
even that has proved loo formidable an 
achievement. 




NECRONOMICON 2 - OUE MflV 93 ! 


Planned but not promised !! - 

Jorg Buttgereit interview, Vampire Special 
including Nosferatu, Daughters of Darkness 
and Coppola's Dracula. 

Cannibal Holocaust photo-feature, more Holmes, 
more Fu Manchu and more U.N.C.L.E. 

Giallo films, Bava, Franco and Rollin, plus 
readers letter'* ! 

Even, wait for it... cheap subscriptions !!! 

Who knows - certainly not me yet !! 

Hope to see you next time around. 
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